
THE GREAT flYSTERY STORY.$3.000 IN PRIZES TO THE WOMEN WHO SOLVE IT.
THE MILL OF SILENCE.

By
BERNARD EDWARD JOSEPH CAPES.

CONDITIONS OF TIME AWARD OF $3,000.
J. To the render from whom the Journal receives by mall at its publication office, Nassau street. New York City, the most complete and

correct solution iu nil its details of the entire mystery in "The Mill of Silence." as it shall be disclosed in the final chapter of the story in
the Journal, the sum of $1,000 will be paid, 'lhe entire sum of $3,1)00 will be divided into 15t> prizes, as follows:

FOR TUB REST SOLIHON. SI.000. FOR THE FOUR NEXT BEST SOLUTIONS ($50 EACH). $200.
For THE SECOND REST SOLUTION. $500. FOU THE EIGHT NEXT REST SOLUTIONS, ($25 EACH), $200.
FOR THE THIRD BEST SOLUTION. $300. FOR THE 140 NEXT REST SOLUTIONS. ($3 EACH), $700.
FOlt THE FOURTH REST SOLUTION. $100. Making a total of 150 prizes awarded, $3,000.

Ia swarding tl»o Prues there will be no change iu the above table, either as respects the number of prizes given or the umount of each
prize.

2. The Journal is pre-eminently a family newspaper, aud its dally Instalment of a high-grade serial story is a feature intended specially
to commend It to the home circle. To emphasize.an.l advertise--the fact that the Journal is a newspaper particularly suitable for woman's
reading, the further condition !s made that the $3,000 In prizes shall be paid ouly for explanations sent in by WOMEN and GIRLS. All may
read, but ooly WOMEN an'! GlRI.S may guess .and win the $3,000.

3. "The Mill of Silence" will continue in daily instalments uutil Thursday. May 28, on which date nil but the final chapter will have
be->r; published. Th>- interval between Thursday, May 28. and Friday, June 5, inclusive, will be allowed for the forwarding of guesses. For no

reason whatever will guesses be received and considered after 6 o'clock p. m.. Friday. June 5. The final instalment of the story, disclosing
tfte mystery, will be published in the Journal, Monday, June 8.

RULES OF THE COMPETITION.
1. But ONE solution may be entered by any one reader.
2. Ail guesses must be sent by mail and in no other way, plainly addressed to "Prize Story Editor, THE JOURNAL, Nassau street, New

York City."
3. Inquiries not considered fully answered here will be answered in THE JOURNAL, If the inquiries are addressed to "The Prize Story

Editor." and accompanied by a two-cent stamp or postal card.
4. The $3,000 will be awarded under the conditions and rules here set forth, and according to the best judgment of the judges appointed

bv THE JOURNAL, and these Judges will have complete control and final decision beyond all appeal in all matters relating to this contest, and
all "solutions" will be received and Judged subject to this provision. ,

5. The guesses may be made in the reader's own words, in the English language, and without any attempt at "fine writing" and with¬
out reviewing the story at length.simply attempting to give as many facts and details as will make up "the most complete and correct
solution." as called for In Condition No. 1. Guesses must disclose the mystery and such material facts of the plot revealed in the develop¬
ment of the story as may be deemed necessary by the Judges to a clear and full explanation of the mystery In Its details.

i 6. Names and addresses of the winners of the $3,000 In cash prizes will be published in THE JOURNAL at the earliest possible date
after the Judges have determined the awards.

7. No < ondition of term of subscription to THE JOURNAL is imposed. Gnessers must be women and girls, and necessarily they must be
readers of THE JOURNAL, but they may read the story in THE JOURNAL taken by any member of the family, and need not be regular
subscribers themselves in order to enter the competition. While only women and girls may guess and win the prizes, they may receive help
In their guessing from any or all members of th e family. f

ALL SOLUTIONS MUST BE ADDRESSED AS FOLLOWS:

P. O. BOX 240,
The Journal Prize Story Editor,

new York city.

>0/^VO"

Chap. 57.--A Promise.
Clasping rhin, nervous fingers, Zyp looked

in my face fearfully.
"Have you seen Jason?"
"No. Has he come, too?"
"He's gone on before to the mill to seek

fou."
"God help him! I've been ouf all day. Is

It the old trouble, Zyp?"
"Oh, Iienny, I despair at last! I fought

it while I was strong; but now.now.''
Her head sunk and she pressed a hand to

her bosom again.
"What alls you, dear? Zyp, are you 111?"
"I don't know. Something seems to suck

at my veins. I have nothing definite. The
wretchedness of life is sapping my strength.
I suppose."
"Is it still so wretched? I am always here

to give you what help I can."
"Oh, I know! And we must always be

cursing your quiet with our entreaties."
"Zyp. you needn't talk like that. My

heart is open to my little sister. And is
this my bonny niece?"
She was a slender mite of four or ther*-

abouts, with a delicate, thin face, oval like
a blushrose petal, and a quaint, solemn
manner of movement and broken speech.
"Give me a kiss, mouse. Oh, what a prim

little peck!"
A faint smile came to the mother's lips.

"You'll learn to love your uncle. Renna.
"Did you name her after me?"
"Don't flatter yourself. I call her Renna

Her name's Zyp."
. M,u&iieu over the queer ileductiob, th^n

sighed.
"Will you love me?" I said to the little

girl; but she was too shy to answer.
I stroked her shining head and spoke over

it to Zyp.
"Tell mc all about it, dear," said I.
"It's nothing but the old, miserable story

.pursuit and flight, and with each new
movement some little means of living aban¬
doned.
Looking at this pale, injured woman, a

fierce, deep resentment flared up In my
heart against the inexorable tyranny of the
fiend who would not learn mercy. I had
too long stood aside, too long remained
neutral in ah unnatural warfare, the most
Innocent victim of which was she whose
Imbge my soul professed to hold inviolate.
Old ties bound me no longer. Her cham-

piou would I be in life and death, meeting
stealth with secrecy, pursuit with ambush.

I put the child from me and rose hurried¬
ly to my feet.
"Zyp:" I cried, "this must end! Forgive

me that, holding you in my heart as I have
always done. I have not been more active
in your succor. I have been dragged this
way and that.torn by conflicting duties.
Here all doubt ends. I devote myself body
and soul to your help and welfare!"
Crying softly, she drew her little one to

her and wound her arms about her. Now
the last of her weird nature seemed broken
and gone, and she was woman only, help¬
less and alone.
"Renny, Renny," she sobbed, "why didn't

you sooner? Oh, Renny! Why didn't you
sooner?"
Her anguish.her implied reproach-

pierced to my soul.
"Has that been in your mind, Zyp? I

never thought.it was always a habit with
me to yield the lead to Jason, and you were
so strong and independent."
"Not now for long.a haunted, hunted

thing! But I had no right.and then, your
father."
"If I thought I had sacrificed your inter¬

ests to a mistaken sense of duty to him.
ah, Zyp, it would be a very bitter thing."
"No, no! You've always been strong and

good and generous. Don't mind what I
say. I'm only desperate with trouble.
Hush, little rabbit! Mother cries with joy
to have founci a friend."
"Need you have sought long? Every

word you say seems a reproach."
"Xo, no, no; you'll misread me and fall

away from us at the last."
"I swear not! Tell me what has hap¬

pened."
"We thought we had escaped him.per¬

haps that he was dead. There was a long
respite; then one night.four, five days ago
.he was there. Some place where they
gamble with cards.and he accused my hus-
band of cheating. There was a terrible
scene. Jason came home all smeared with
blood, but It was the old terror that made
us despair. Why are such things allowed
on earth? It seemed all leaf and flowers
and sky to me once. How long ago! He
stood outside our lodgings the next morn¬
ing. His dreadful face was like a devil's.

Do not send in your solution before May 28. Be careful to see that your solution reaches this office before 6 F. M. Friday, June 5. No solution coming
later will be considered. This rule will not be violated.

THE PARIS HAT POP JUNE.

THESE ARE MODERN GRACE DARLINGS.
In th# good time coming Grace Darling will be merely one of many ship-savingheroines. The day'seems to bave arrived when every town along the coast has at

l»a»t one young woman with a boat shd a few lives to her credit. Two of the most
it-cat recruit* to the savlr.g list arc AV"Ster;i women.Miss Laura Bradshaw. ofOakland, and Mrs Ida Robinson, of San Francisco. Tlie former rescued a founderingyach and Mrs. Robinson guided a vessel tlirough stofmy seas from Honolulu.MUs P.radshaw, who was 011 the wharf when the good yacht Rowr was fallingin an attempt to make !ts harbor because the lino by which the boat was to bemoored was not being properly hanlerl in, simply roiled up her sleeves and helped:o br.nl. S!>« had strong arms, and her efforts were successful. By and by others
came to h^r aid and the yacht was saved.

Mrs. Robinson was the pilot of the. good bark Hollinswood during a storm thatspit masts and made sails useless, but Mrs. Robinson steered the ship safely throughIt all. She h»s been lier father's navigator for four years and comes of a seafaringf* .!ly that regards trips around iho Horn and the Cape of Good Hope as mere

Then we knew we must go. When the bill
was paid we had only a few shillings left.
In our sickness we turned to you, and we
set off tramping, tramping down to Winton
by easy stages. We have been days on the
road, but the last few miles we came by
train. Jason carried the child; my arms
were too weak. The wind seemed to blow
the life out of me, and the rain to drown
my lungs."
"And he.that other?"
"He's sure to follow us, but he won't

know we've walked."
I remembered the figure on the bridgefour nights ago, and was silent.
"Renalt. what can we do?"
"Jason has gone to me for monay, I sup¬

pose ?"
"Oh, if you could only let us have a little:

we might escape abroad again and bury
ourselves in some far-away spot, where he
could never find us." %
"Zyp. listen to me. My father died last

night."
"Died? The old man! Oh, Renny, Ren-

ny!"
"He had been long ailing. I had been

wandering all day to try to restore my
shattered nerves. That is why I have not
met Jason."
"Dead! The old, poor man! And you

are alone?"
"Yes, Zyp."
She broke down and wept long and

sadly.
"He was good to me," she moaned, "and

I requited his kindness ill. And now I
come to worry yo'u in your unhappiness."
"You came to lighten it with a glimpse

of the old sweet nature.you and your
pretty baby here."
"Do you think her pretty, Renny. He

would have been fond of her, and he's gone.
What a world of death and misery!"
"Now the mill is no place for you at pres¬

ent. Old Peggy is dead, too. and gone to
her judgment. In a few days the house
will be quit of mourning. Then you must
all three come and live with me there, and
we'll make out life in company."
She sat clasping her little girl and star¬

ing at me, her lips parted, as she listened
breathlessly.
"That would be good." she whispered.

Her eyes shone like a sea-worn mariner's
that sight the coral reef and the broad
lagoon of rest beyond. "That would be
very sweet and happy. Do you hear, baby?
Mumby and Renna will lie down at last
and go to sleep."
The child pressed her cheek to her moth¬

er's and put her short arms about her neck
with a sympathetic sigh. No doubt in her
small young vigor sne thought rest an
undesirable thing. Her lot. I think, had
been no base contrast with that of children
better circumstanced. She was dressed
even now as if from the fairy q-ueen's ward¬
robe, though Zyp's poor clothes were
stained and patched in a dozen places.
Then my love.oh, may I not call her so

now?.looked up at me sorrowfully over
the brink of her short ecstasy.
"Dear Renny," she said, "how can It

ever be as you say? Rest can never come
to us while he lives."
"I have sworn, Zyp. I am confident and

strong to grapple with this tragic Furioso.
If he persists after one more warning we'll

set the law on him for a wandering luna¬
tic."
"That I believe he is.oh!" she closed her

eyes as If in au ineffable dream of peace
and security.
"The question is, what are you to do in

the meantime?"
"That's soon settled. We took train

here from Micheldever. only a few miles
away. We'll go back there and hire a sin¬
gle room in the village.I saw one to let
that would suit us.and wait till you send
for us."
"Very woll. And what do you say to tail¬

ing little Zyp back by yourself and leaving
Jason here under my wing?"
"If you think best."
"I must make certain arrangements with

him. Yes, I think that will be best." I
spoke cheerfully and buoyantly, anxious to
quicken and sustain her new-born hope.
Uneasy forebodings, nevertheless, drove me
to make the proposition. 1 cduld not free
my mind of the thought that Duke yet
hung secretly about the place, induced to
wait and watch on that sure instinct that
had never yet in the long run failed to in¬
terpret to him the movements of his vic¬
tims. Truly, I thought, must lie some¬
where under a stone, on the neutral littoral
of life, a document signed by him iu his
own blood and attested by infernal wit¬
nesses.
Therefore I felt it safer to keep my

brother for the present under friendly lock
and key rather than risk a further expos¬
ing of him to the malignant observation of
his enemy.
"Zyp. take this money. I wish it were

more, but it will keep you going for the
present."
"Xo, Kenny. I have a little left."
"Don't worry me, changeling."
"Ah, the name and the flowers." She

rose to her feet. "Have you forgotten myasking you never to pick one?"
"Xot once in my .life since, Zyp. Myconscience is free of that reproach."
She looked at me with a sweet, strangeexpression in her wet eyes.

, "Good-by, dear brother," she said, sud¬
denly, holding out her hand to me.
"Shall I not see you off?"
"Xo. We shan't have long to wait, I

dare say, and Jason will be wishing for
you. Kiss.Renny, kiss dad for me.this
kiss".and she stepped hurriedly forward
and put softly trembling lips to my fore¬
head.
My blood leaped. For a moment I was

near catching her madly in my arms.
"Good-by"' I cried, swerving back.

"Good-by, little Zyp!"
They moved from me a few paces. Out

in the road the wind caught the womau'3
skirts and flung her dark hair abroad. Sud¬
denly she turned and came back to me.
"Renny," she said. In low, heartrendingtones, "It looks so happy and golden, but

the flrce air talked in my lungs as I went.
Oh, promise.promise.promise!"
"Anything, Zyp, in the wide world."
"To care for my little one.my darling,if I'm called away.
"Before God, I swear to devote my life

to her."
She looked at me a long moment, with a

piercing gaze, gave a hoarse, low sob and,catching at her child's hand, hurried awaywith her down the road. I watched their
going till their shapes grew dim in the
stormy dusk; then twisted about and strode
my own way homeward.
Heaven help me! It was my last vislqihof her. who. through all the hounding of

fate, had made my life "a perfumed altar
flame."
Before I reached the mill the rain sweptdown once more, wrapping the gabled cityin high spectral gloom. Xot dust to dust,it seemed, was our lot to be in common

with the sons of men. but rather the fear-
fuller ruin of those whose names are "writ
iu water."
So fiercely drove the onset of flying delugethat scarcely might I force headwayagainst its icy battalions. Dark was fall¬

ing, when at last I reached the mill, and
all conflicting emotions I might have felt
on approaching it were numbed by reason
of the mere physical effort of pressing for¬
ward. Therefore it was that hasteningdown the yard my eyes weep blind to
nelgborinff impressions, otherwise some un-
accustomed shape crouching in the shelter
of its blackness would have induced me to
a pause.
As it was. I fell, rather than beat, against^the door, and then drew myself back to

gather breath. Almost immediately a stepsounded coming down the passage beyond.
the door was pulled inward and I saw the
figure of Jason standing in the opening."Ah!" I gasped, and was about to step1in. when he gave a sickly screech and his
hands went up, as if in terror to ward off
a blow.

I felt a breath at my ear and turned
quickly round.and there was the white
face of Duke almost looking over my shoul¬
der!

Chap LYIII..The "Spectre Hound."
That night when the flood waters rose to

a head was a terrible one for Winton.one
ghastly in the extreme for all lost souls

whose black destinies guided their footsteps
to the mill.
Perhaps a terror of being trapped.to

what hideous fate, who knows?.some¬
where }n the tortuous darkness of the
building, sent my brother leaping by a mad
impulse into the waste uproar of the night.
Anyhow, before my confused senses could
fully grasp the dread nature- of the situation
he had rushed past me, plunged into and up
the yard, and was racing for his life.
As he sprang by, the cripple made a fran¬

tic clutch at him, nipped the flying skirt of
his coat, staggered and rolled over, actu¬
ally with a fragment of torn cloth in his
hand. He was up on his feet directly, how¬
ever, and off in pursftit, though I in my
turn, grasped at him as he fled by.
Then reason returned to me and I fol¬

lowed.
It all happered in a moment, and there

were we three hotly engaged in such a
tragic game of follow-my-leader as surely
had never before been played in the old
city. And there was no fear of comment
or interference. We had the streets, the
wind and rain, the night to ourselves, and,
before our eyes, if these failed us, the
wastes of eternity.
Racing in the tracks of the cripple, as lie

followed in Jason's. 1 managed to keep
measured pace with him, and that was all.
How he hiade such time over the ground
with his crooked limbs was matter for mar¬
vel, yet, I think, in that mad brief burst I
never lessened the distance between us by
a yard. It was a comparative test of the
fearful, the revengeful and the apprehen¬
sive impulses, and sorely I dreaded in the
whirling scurry of the chase that the sec¬
ond would win. For terror, like the shell
from the mortar falls to the ground pres¬
ently by reason of its own weight, and can

of itself do no more, but revenge, like the
flery devil that sped the shell, will cling to
it in its flight, a parasite of flame, and de¬
stroy it however far escaped from the
mouth of furious issue.
Across the yard.to the left over the short

stone bridge, under-
whose arch the chok¬
ed mill-tail tumbled
and snarled, fighting
every step of Its
wounding way -a
little further and uj>
Chis'll street, with a
sharp swerve to the
right, the hunted man
rushed, with Duke at
his heels. Then, a

hundred yards on, the
chase stopped as sud
denly as if the three
actors in the tragedy
had flung themselves
into the positions as¬
signed by "stage di¬
rections" to their in¬
dividual roles. Thus,
in one moment, it
happened that Jason,
giving out in a
breathless impulse of
despair, as It seemed.
threw- himself against
the shadowy buttress
of a wall, crouching
with his back to the
angle of It; that
Duke, checking his
flying footsteps some
paces short of his vic¬
tim. came to a sud¬
den stop: and that I,
carried forward by
my own impetus, al¬
most fell against the
cripple and. stagger¬
ing. seized him by
t h e arms from be¬
hind, and so held him
fiercely, my lungs
pumping like piston
rods.
For a minute we

must have kept up the "situation" without
one of us moving or uttering a word; then,
recovering myself, I tightened my clutch
and marvelled to find my captive offering
no resistance.
Cautiously I held him, seeking for the

reason of this collapse. I raised my eyes
and wondered: "Can this account for it?"
We stood outside Dr._ Crackenthorpe's

house. Light came through a lower win¬
dow. immediately opposite us. and set in the
luminous square, like an ugly shadow on
a wall, was the profile and uppper half of
the body of the Doctor himself. He seemed
to be betiding over some task and the out¬
line of his face was clearly defined.
Suddenly the clothed flesh of the arms I

grasped seemed to flicker, as it were, with a
shuddering convulsion, and from the- lips of
the man held against me the breath came
sibilant like the breath of one caught in a
horror of nightmare.
Before I could think how to act the figure

of the doctor rose erect and I saw him fix
his hat on his head. Evidently he was
preparing to leave the house.

I felt myself drawn irresistibly to one
side. Helpless as a child, I stumbled in
the'wake of the cripple, tripping over his
heels at every step. He 'hardly seemed to

Something v\

foom.down

notice the drag set upon him, but stole into
a patch of deep shadow, without the dim
wedge of light cast through the window,
anc^ I had to go, too, if I would keep my
hold on him.
Crouching there, with what secret terror

on one side and marvel on the other it is
impossible to describe, we saw the dark
street and the driving rain traversed by a
shaft of light as the hall door was pulled
open, and become blackness again with its.
closing. Then, descending the shallow
flight of steps, his head bent to the storm
and one hand raised to his hat. the doctor
came into view and the whole body of the
cripple seemed to shoot rigid with sudden
tension.
This fourth actor on the scene, turning

away from us, walked, unconscious of Jason
hidden in the shadow as he passed him,
up the street, his hand still to his head,
his long skirts driven in front of him by

ias there in the dully-lighted
on the rug before the fire."
the wind, so that he looked as if his des¬
tiny were pulling him reluctant forward
by all-embracing leading strings.
As he went up the slope and vanished hi

the darkness, a groan as of pent-up agony
Issued from Duke, and immediately he
drew me from the shadow and round to the
foot o# the steps.
A chink of light, like the crack of doom,

in a sense, that divided the blackness above
us, showed that the door had not been
closed to. Probably the doctor had gone
forth on some brief errand only.to post a
letter maybe.and would return in a mo-
went.
Suddenly I became conscious that Duke

was mounting the steps.that some strange
spirit, in which his first mission of hate
was absorbed, was moving him to enter
the house.
"Where are you going?" I cried, strug¬

gling with him. He gave me notanswer;
took not the least notice of me. What
resnonse could I expect from a madman
like this? Staring before him.panting like
one at the end of a race--he slowly as¬
cended, dragging me with him. Then, on
the turn of a thought, I quitted my hold
of him, and he staggered forward. The
next instant he had recovered himself,

had pushed open the door and was in the'
hall.

I hurried to where Jason yet stood motion¬
less, his face white as a patch of plaster
set against the darkness of the wall.
"Keep off," he cried in a wavering voice.
"You fool! It's I! Didn't you see him go

into that house? Some Insane, fancy has
drawn him off the scent. Run back to the
mill-do you hear? I wont leave him.ho
shan't follow.he's in a trap and can't
escape me now."
He came from his corner and clutched

me with shaking hands.
"Where's there money? It's all useless

without that, I tell you. Give it to me or
I'll kill you. I've as much right to it as
you. My God! Why didn't you tfll me the
old man was dead? It was devilish to let
me go in on him likp that. Tell mo where
to find money and I'll take it and boff!"
"Listen to mo. If he comes out againwhile you talk I wont answer for the re¬

sult. We'll discuss money matters by and
by. Go now.back to the mill, do youunderstand? And wait till I come!"
He was about to retort, but some sound,real or fancied, strangled the words in hia

throat. He leaped from me.glanced fear¬
fully at the light streaming from the open,door.crossed the street, his body bent
double and, keeping his posture, hurried,
with a rapid shuffling motion back in the
direction of the mill.
Standing with one foot on the lowest stepleading up to the house, I watched till he

was out of sight, then turned and looked
into the dimly lighted hall. What should I
do? How j^ct with the surest safety and
promptitude in so immediate a crisis? I
could not guess what unspeakable attrac-'
tion had so strangely drawn the hunter
from his trembling quarry at the supreme
moment: only I saw that he had vanished
and that the hall was empty of him.
A quick, odd sound coming from the in¬

terior of the house decided me. I sprung
up the steps and softly entered the hall.
The door leading to the doctor's private
room, where the murderous busts grinned
down, stood open; and from here issued the
noise that was like the bestial sputteringgrowl of some tigerish thing mouthing and
mangling its prey.
Conscious of a certain nausea of the soul,I stepped hastily over the threshold and

stopped with a jerk of terrof.
Something was there, in the dully lighted

room.down on the rug before the fire.
Something that rolled and raved and tore
at the material beneath it.an animal's
skin, judged by the whisps of ragged hair
that stuck in the creature's claws and be¬
tween his teeth that had rent theJi out.
something.Duke, who foamed ana raged
as he lay sprawled on his hands and knees
and snarled like a wild beast in his frenzyof insanity.
"He's mad.mad!" I whispered to myself

in an awful voice; and yet he heard me
and paused in the height of his fury, and
looked round and up at me standing white-
lipped at the door. And his face was wrin¬
kled like a cat's when it draws back to
strike, and the line of his teeth showed
ravenous.

"The dog!" he screeched; "the dog.here,
at last!" and fell upon the skin again ana
rent it tooth and nail.
Then suddenly, while I was striving,

amid the wild heat of my brain, to identify
something.some hooded memory thati
raised its head in the darkness at thai
words just cried, the maniac sprang to his,feet, gripped me by the wrist and pointed
down at the huddled heap beneath him.
"Look!" he shrieked, the firelight danc¬

ing in his glittering eyes. "Look! we've
met at last! The dog that scared and
tortured the wretched sick boy.the dog.
the devil! Into the fire with him to blaze
and writhe and scream as a devil should!"
He plunged again, snarling; and, before

I could gathpr sense to stop him, had seized
and flung the whole mass upon the burn¬
ing coals. Flames shot out and around and
the room In a moment was sick with the
stench of flaring pelt. I rushed to tear the
heap away; but he met and struggled with
me like a fiend inspired, and helpless I saw
the flames lick higher. \

Straining against me, he laughed and
yelled: "He. wants water! He shrieks ;o
Abraham.but not a drop.not one! Look:
at his red tongue shooting out in agony J
Pile the fire till every hair wriggles with
torment. They fall before me.at last, at
last! My time has come!"
His voice rose to a scream.there was a

responsive shout from the door. I slewed
my head round and saw the white face of
the servant girl peering through the open¬
ing behind the figure of Dr. Crackenthorpe
standing there in black, blank amazement.
"Help!" I cried;' "he's mad!"
With a deep oath the doctor strode for¬

ward and Duke saw him. In an Instant,
with a cry of different tone.a shriek of
terror.he spun me from him, sprang past
tie other, drove the girl screaming Into the
passage, and was gone.

To be continued to-morrow. This storybegan in the Journal April 27.

FOR PLAIN WOMEN ONLY.
Call Artifice to the Rescue, What

Nature Has Left Undone
Science Will Complete.

Seek the Services of Able Exponents
Who Build Beauty Upon a
Foundation of Homeliness.

Every t.lme I hear of a woman whom
some other woman describes as "hope¬
lessly plain," I long to get at her. If not

in the flesh, with my pencil and scratch

pad. I am possessed with the spirit of the

sportsman or the missionary, or of the age,
if you like. I scent victory and am ner¬

vously keen for the battle, for it is a

fight sometimes, but a conflict In which in¬
herited or even acquired ill loots are

bound to yield to common sense, a regard
for the eternal fitness of things, a careful
accounting of personalities, the subtlest
uses of the cosmetic arts, and a dignified
observance of the fashion of the day. No
woman is ugly enough to withstand the
united forces thus enumerated. I fling my
gauntlet unhesitatingly In the face of
the hopelessly plain woman and defy her
to avoid good looks If she will bue make up
her mind, and set to work armed only with
patience for her sword and faith as her
buckler.
What constitutes beauty really? Where

are the beautiful women that were born
beauties? Take the two remarkable types
of acknowledged feminine loveliness.Lil¬
lian Itussell for America. Lily Langtry for
England. Neither of these women was
beautiful as a girl; they wooed the goddess
of beauty with unstinted ordor, and won
her. Early pictures of Mrs. Langtry did
not foretell the exquisite charms that were
to be hers in i few years.

I remember Lillian Russell at school,
when she was Nellie Leonard, the sweetest
tempered 111 tie thing in the world; always
fagging for the oider girls, but £#r. far
from pretty. She was thin and leggy,
freckled and nondescript, and to-day she Is
a radiant example of splendidly beautiful
womanhood in Its golden prime.
How, did you ask. Is beauty to be

brought out of a chaotic lot of mismatched
features? How is the woman handicapped
with a countenance that is almost a satire
on comeliness to be redeemed? As a mat¬
ter of fact, few women Rre really what is
termed homely. Thg law of compensation
is seldom totally Ignored. A woman with
a nose too big for symmetry will frequent-
ly ks possessed of the eyes of an angel, or
a wide, plebeian mouth will disclose a

double row of enchantinjly white, even

teeth, ami no one ever thinks again of the
big mouth.
When, however, nature has produced one

of us who is quickly enough ticketed as

"hopelessly plain," there is always cos¬
metic art and surgery as a resort. There
is not a feature of the face to-day so out
of drawing that it cannot be brought into
harmony. ^Ve have grown to look not only
calmly on misshapen noses, crooked teeth
and defective eyes, but confidently we set
to wc>rk to correct them. We know values
better than we did years ago. The sur¬
geon sees In his mind's eye the crooked
nose made straight; the surgeon dentist
smiles to himself at the evolutiou from a

mouthful of helter-skelter teeth into the
double row of even pearls. The exponent
of true cosmetic science rolls up her sleeves
mentally, and frequently actually, and
transforms the colorless creature with the
white eyebrows, freckled nose and no shade
of hair into a noticeably pretty woman, a

perfect symphony of delicate color, without
the slightest appearance of artifice or

make-up, and considers when she has fin¬
ished her task that she has done her sex
and her generation a physical and moral
service. The true modiste dresses the out¬
come of all these labors and pains as an
individual unlike any other, gowning the
severe and serene matron with a distinct¬
ness which gives her a style she would
otherwise lack. She robes the youthful
creature, who has neither classic nose nor

rosebud mouth, with a picturesqueness that
commands pardon for venturing to break
all rules and prove all the more irresist¬
ible. Lo! the mission is accomplished, and,
even as "Betsey Prig" declared of the
famous "Mrs. 'Arris," I say of the hopeless¬
ly plain woman, "There ain't no sich a per¬
son." HARRIET HUBBARD AYER.

LOOK TO THE PLACKET.

The good old gentleman who reproved
his daughter for wearing worn shoes on
the ground that she resembled a peacock
in displaying fine feathers without regard
to ugly feet, would find that she had many
prototypes could he walk down Broadway
on a warm morning. The shirt waist, with
all Its advantages, is productive of care¬

lessness as to the skirt, and in spite of
numerous devices the band still falls below
the waist line and the placket often yawns.
A certain patent fastening that resembles
a hook and eye, but remains more tightly
clasped, it an almost certain remedy for
the latter evil, at least. It behooves the
women, who are nice to an extreme in the
matter of collars, and exacting as to rfes,
to bear the fact In mind. A white skirt or

a bit of the silk petticoat may be harmless
in itself, bur the fact of its protruding, un¬
bidden, calls down masculine criticism.
and, in the point of neatness of attire,
woman cannot afford to be outdone.

WOMEN IN THE PUBLIC EYE.
They Are Achieving Success or

Renown in Various
Walks of Life.

Some Devote Their Energies to the
Care of Dogs and to Teach¬

ing Novelists Humility.
Philadelphia, already having gained a rep¬

utation for brotherly love, is now about
to acquire fresh laurels for its treatment
of dogs. Mrs. Covert, who devotes her en¬
tire time and attention to caring fqr stray
canines, is the person who will give the
city its new fame. She has spent many
years In the work of caring for sick and
wounded dogs, whether they have been run
over in the crowded streets, beaten nearly
to death at the hands of a heartless mas¬
ter, or sick and suffering from any cause
whatsoever. She has never been bitten by
a dog during all her ministrations.

Mrs. Cora A. Keeney, of Somervllle,
Mass., has won renown as a woman who
has achieved success In business after hav¬
ing been trained along purely social and
uomestic lines. Up to .three years ago she
had never done anything but those things
which the average pretty and popular
young woman does. She had been a belle
and then a contented wife. Throe years
ago her husband was stricken with bllnd-
uess. She thereupon embarked upon a ca¬
reer for herself and became the travelling
representative of a large firm of furniture
makers. She has been remarkably success¬
ful and has won additional credit and in¬
come by superintending the exhibits of the
house she represents at the permanent ex¬
positions in different cities.
There is ufore than one ladies' orchestra

in existence. But there is probably only
one which makes its particular boast that
no "new woman" Ideas have gained foot¬
hold among its members. This Is the
"Ladies' Metropolitan Orchestra." It is
composed of young women who were
successes as soloists before they united,
and they all, from the one who pounds
the big bass drum t6 the one who draws
her bow most thrlllingly across the violin,
declaim violently against being considered
new women. They claim.and it is their
proudest distinction.that they compose the
only ladies' orchestra which is not modelled
upon masculine organizations. The mem¬
bers of this exceedingly unassuming so¬

ciety, are: Miss Mignoiy Coursen, first
violin; Miss Myrtle Lewis, first violin;
Miss Zeta McDonough, first violin; Miss
Bertha Conkrlte, second violin; Miss Daisy
Rehwoldt, viola; Miss Jessie Lewis, flute;
Miss Mara Snow, clarionet; Miss Lizzie
Banks, first comet; Miss Bonnie Greaton,

first cornet; Miss Helen Gerrans, second
cornet; Miss Oda Rudolph, trombone; Miss
Lucy Snow, double bass; Miss Cora Belle
Lewis, drums, etc.
Hall Caine has \o answer to Mrs. Arthur

Stannard for certain boastful remarks he
has made. Mrs. Stannard is "John Strange
Winter" of Action fame, and, to Mr. Caine's
remarks anent the Inferiority of women,
she says: "Before I was thirty my name was
known all over the English-speaking world.
I have married, brought children Into
the world, ruled my home, sold 1,500,000
books, kept up an enormous circle of
friends, helped several charities and many
strugglers both in kind and In influence,
have kept my house better than most
women, and have a husbaud and children
who worship me and are never really
happy unless In my actual presence. On
the other hand," Mrs. Stannard proceeds,
"you have Mr. Hall Caine, who Is a small,
fragile man, who cannot work In London,
who, by his own showing, is thoroughly
exhausted by the effort of writing a single
book, a bundle of nerves and fancies. He
began his literary career with an enorm¬
ous advantage over me. He has a wife to
mind his house and to bolster him up
when his nerves get too much for him.
I fail to see where his Immense superiority
over me comes in."

NOVEL RECIPES.

Filet of Weakfish..Cut the fish off the
bones and Into four nicely shaped pieces.
Dip each In eggs and cracker, and saute
slowly In hot fat. Serve with ma ft re d'ho-
tcl sauce, and garnish with parsley.
Lobster on Toast..Remove the meat from

the shells and cut into small bits. For
every pint, rub together two tablespoonfuls
of butter and two of flour. When smooth
add one pint of milk. Let all boll for a
moment, season, add the lobster and, when
hat, serve ou squares of toast.

Mushroom Timbales..Put one cup of
stale bread cruras and a gill of milk over
the Are. Boil until smooth. Stir in a half
pint of fres^i mushrooms, chopped fine.
Pack in timbale moulds, cover with paper
and stand In a pan of hot water. Cook In
a moderate oven about twenty minutes.
Serve with cream sauce.

Cheese Fondn..Put two ounces of bread
crumbs and a gill of milk over the Are.
Cook until soft and smooth. Add a tea-
spoonful of salt, a dash of red pepper, four
tablespoonfuls of grated "heese. Take from
the Ave and, add the yolks of two eggs. Stir
in the well-beaten whites of three eggs,
pour into a dish and bake in a quick oven
ten minutes.

Mushrooms and Sweet Breads..Parboil
and pick apart one pan of sweetbreads.
Put one tablespoonful of water and one
of flour Into a saucepan. Add half a pint
of cream. When smooth, add twenty-five
mushrooms, chopped fine, the sweetbreads,
a leaspoooful of salt and a tfash of pepper.
When hot it is ready to serve.

ADIEU TO TRIMMINGS.
The Woman's Congress Decides to

Adopt Masculine Hats.

A new horror has been added to life*
and a new terror to reform by the action
of the Political Equality Club, recently as¬
sembled at Alameda, Cal., in regard ta
hats.
The women, moved by an entirely justi¬

fiable desire to do away with the high
theatre hat nuisance, passed numerous
resolutions declaring it to be an abomlna*
tion. Tfoey declared themselves lndlvidu«
ally and collectively against it. All of
which was quite as it should be. But..
here Is the horror 6f the thing.swept
along by the enthusiasm of the moment,
they proclaimed themselves in favor of
men's hats for feminine wear. Men's hats,
they say, are easily cast aside. Men's
hat are, therefore, the only ones to bo
worn by women who mean to doff them In
public assemblages. Out with the toque
and the capote! bring In the derby and
the crush hat!
"It needs no ghost come from the grave*4

to see what the hideous end of this reform
will be. Soft felt hats of sombre hues
and hard felt hats of even more sombre
hues will be adopted by these advanced
ladles for wear on those occasions when
hats are to be taken off. In less time
than the uninitiated would believe, tha
rose-bedecked and the lace-trimmed con¬
fections of the milliner will be retired
definitely from the reform wardrobe, and
the reign of the ugly will be begun.

"GROWING VASES."

"Growing vases" are among the novelties
shown at an uptown florist's. Graceful
urns and jugs are closely covered ou the
outside with fresh green blades, which con¬
form to the outlines of the vessels. The
curious effect is produced by filling very
porous Italian vases with water and cover¬
ing the outside thickly with hemp or flax
seed, sewing it in paste. The moisture
from the interior helps the sprouting of the
seeds readily, and in a week or so the jar
is green and beautiful In a quaint way.

FEMININE LOGIC.

Along Sixth avenue run two lines of
horse cars, one bound downtown and
one ending at Carmine street. The other
morning a young woman, with eyes and
mouth open in constant interrogation, stood
at the corner of Fourteenth street waiting.
She saw a policeman on the opposite side¬
walk and hurried over.

"Does that car coming go downtown?"
"No'in. To Carmine street only."
"Oh!" sad she, looking at the approach¬

ing vehicle. "It goes to Carmine street be¬
cause it's a red car. Do those green car

un the cross street go to Greene street "


